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PLAYS AND PLAYERS 
IN THE PROVINCES. 


Tne course of provincial theatrical 
management is well calculated to 
sustain the true spirit and dignity of 
the drama, and yet we have deeply 
to deplore the want of encourage- 
ment afforded to the talented heroes 
of the sock and.buskin. If a suc- 
cession of novelties and good acting 
could attract in these dull days of 
the drama, then would our active 
managers and their talented com- 
panies in their several circuits, east, 
west, north, and south, receive a 
more liberal reward for their pains- 
taking labors than they are now do- 
ing. We, who well remember, and 
were frequently mixed up in the 
scenes of what was called “ the 
palmy days of the drama,” feel no 
little chagrin at the “ barren neglect” 
to which “ the abstract and brief 
chroniclers of the times” are now 
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exposed. We would gladly hail a 
return to those times when people 
were wholesomely merry enough to 
go to a play as they would to any 
other feast where reason guided wit, 
and fancy was under the dominion of 
good sense. It would afford us more 
than “ mutchkin of delight” to see 
people congregated together after the 
fashion of their fathers, giving and 
receiving pleasure as most play-goers 
must do if the author be worth list- 
ening to, and they are heart-whole 
enough to have no stimulants of 
conscience but such as are provoca- 
tive of cheerful mirth and good fel- 
lowship. That there are no such 
play-going audiences now is for very 
many reasons to be greatly lamented. 
The public lose by it,—the players 
lose by it,—and authors lose by it; 
and their genius becomes withered 
for the want of a little of the sun- 
shine of popular favour. The pub- 
lic also lose by it, inasmuch as they 
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abridge themselves of what Johnson 
called the “ harmless gaiety of na- 
tions.” The players lose by it both 
in pocket and ability. The empti- 
ness of their pockets keeps place 





with the absence of patronage, and | 


their talents decay, or become rusty 
for the lack of a little of the oil of 
public regard. We console ourselves 
with the prospect of better days. 
Intelligence, a spirit of enquiry, an 
educated people, and a desire to cul- 
tivate bland manners and good taste, 
are all healthful indications favour- 
able to Shakspeare and the pure dra- 
ma, and will test an experiment that 
in its results, we trust, will prove 
the accuracy of our hope. The 
Bath theatre after an unparalleled 
share of patronage suddenly fell into 
decay and neglect. It is now about 
to be re-opened with a good manage- 
ment and a strong company. May 
its fortune rival the palmy days of 
poor Elliston’s reign. We are strong 
in hope. 





DRURY LANE. 


Monday.—King John, and King Arthur, 

Tuesday.—Love for Love & King Arthur. 

Wednesday.—King John and King Ar- 
thur. 

Thursday.—As you like It, and King 
Arthur. 

Friday.—Kiag John, and King Arthur, 

Saturday.—Love for Love, and King 
Arthur. 


We have but little matters to talk 
about in relation to the interests of 
this national establishment this week ; 
but that little is happily of the most 
wromising and gratifying purport. 
he performances for the week, as 
our catalogue above shows, have 
been the tragedy of King John, three 
nights; As You Like It, one; and 
King Arthur every evening—that is 
Shakspeare on four nights of the 
week, sterling old+ comedy two 
nights, and the rare union of classic 
poetry, masques, and song in the 
combined efforts of Dryden and Pur- 
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cell to wind up the amusements of 
an intellectual British audience with 
the compositions of entirely British 
genius, talent, and gifted inspira- 
tion. We cannot but remark the 
strong contrast that the present old 
Drury stage presents to that under 
former management,—the time when 
it was disgraced by foreign importa- 
tions, Van Amburgh and his dis- 
gusting and brutalizing exhibitions, 
and its train of flimsy fooleries that 
ultimately consummated its ruin! 
The Augzan stable, however, has 
been thoroughly cleansed ; and the 
— with ourselves, with delight 
1avé witnessed with what powertul 
effect and advantage Shakespeare a- 
gain lives and exists within the walls 
of classic old Drury, and no longer 
is his statue that meets our vision in 
the entrance-hall an object of scorn, 
scandal, and derisicn. _No—Shake- 
speare here again reigns, émperium 
in imperio—and we have nightly in 
the rushing crowds that honour the 
several representations, an answer to 
the opponents of the legitimate dra- 
ma and the judicious and fine spirit 
that now directs the government of 
this splendid national temple. The 
stage of old Drury is restored to its 
pristine Shakespearian strength—its 
British tone is re-invigorated and re- 
stored, and all prospers and contin- 
ues to prosper. To the mendacious 
calumnies and scurrilities issued by 
the contemptible scribblers in the 
columns of the infidel Dispatch and 
the chandlers’-shop literature of the 
Sunday Times, this plain dealing 
with facts we proudly submit. It 
will help the digestion of their end 
of bitterness. 


COVENT GARDEN. 
Monday.—The Tempest and Rob Roy. 
Tuesday.—Semiramide, and Turf. 
Wednesday.—The ‘Tempest and Massan- 
iello. 
Thursday.—Sonnambula, and The Turf. 
Friday.—The ‘Tempest, and Massaniello. 
Saturday.—Secret Marriage, and The 
Turf. 
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A most unexpected change in the 
position of Covent Garden Theatre 
has taken place since the issue of 
our last number. No less an event 
than that of the removal of Mr. C. 
Kemble from the management by the 
proprietor of the building. The an- 
nouncement, which was first made 
to the members of the corps drama- 
tique on Thursday éVening, was, as 
might be expected, received with the 
utmost surprise and consternation ; 
the more 80, as it was promulgated 
that from that same evening all the 
engagements were void; that Bunn 
was to be the new lessee, and that 
he was not to enter upon his lessee- 
ship until after Christmas, thus 
creating a void of nearly five weeks 
in the fore-part of the season, The 
mystery of the sudden change was 
soon unravelled—the Kemble man- 
agement, notwithstanding the at- 
tractive powers of Miss Kemble, had 
eo a great loss. The off-nights 
rought nothing; the expense of 
producing the Tempest and one of 
the operas has been enormous; and 
the result was that the proprietors 
instead of getting some £35 or £40 
nightly, got nothing. Add to this 
Mr. C. Kemble’s indisposition and 
consequent want of energy, and the 
sequel to the proprietors’ “ heigh 
presto’ resolution is obtained, 

Mr. Bunn appeared in the green- 
room the same evening, expressed 
to the dumb-foundered professionals 
the surprise with which he had re- 
ceived the same morning the inform- 
ation of Mr. Kemble’s removal; the 
offer which had been made to him of 
the lessee-ship,—his reluctance to 
do anything in the matter to the pre- 
judice of Mr. Kemble,—the difficulty 
the proprietors had in inducing him 
once more to assume the managerial 
position,—his determination not to 
accept the post on his own account 
till after Christmas ; and concluded 
by enforcing upon the actors the 
advisability of keeping open the es- 
tablishment upon the sharing sys- 
tem till the period when he will as- 


sume the reins, offering at the same 
time his gratuitous services as mana- 
gertill thattimearrives. Messrs, Bart- 
ly, Vandenhoff, Cooper, and others, 
after some discussion, adopted on 
their own part the latter proposition, 
and undertook to arrange with the 
other members; and at the termina- 
tion of the meeting on Saturday, it 
was finally resolved to keep open the 
theatre till Christmas on the follow- 
ing terms :—all persons in receipt of 
salaries under £3 a week to be paid 
in full; the others, including Miss 
Adelaide Kemble, (who generously 
volunteered to play up to Christmas 
for nothing, if the house could be 
kept open on no other terms,) to 
share according to their salaries and 
the receipts; and the proprietors to 
take the first £20 nightly from the 
treasury. Upon these terms the 
house was again opened on Monday 
evening; and upon this common- 
wealth plan it will no doubt now 
continue till Bunn again becomes 
the director. 

We have but few words to add to 
the above statement of facts. Itap- 
pears that a speedy termination to 
Mr. C, Kembles’s management, as 
well from his indisposition as from 
some other untoward circumstances, 
was inevitable; all things taken 
together, therefore,—the splendid 
and powerful rivalry of Drury Lane, 
the removal of the late popular les- 
sees with some other favourite stars 
to the Haymarket, and the invari- 
able thinness of the house when 
Miss Kemble did not play ; we be- 
lieve it will be more satisfactory to 
Mr. Kemble himself that he should be 
no longer harassed with such an ar- 
duous undertaking, and the most pol- 
itic in the proprietors to place in his 
stead a manager who, though not 
regarded as a promoter of the legi- 
timate drama, must be acknowledged 
as One possessing extensive experi- 
ence in the method of getting to- 
| gether audiences, 
| Miss Kemble has been most enthu- 
siastically received each evening she 
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has appeared since the withdrawal 
of her respected father. 


Aprtpaut.—On Monday a new 
petite comedy in two acts entitled 
* You Know What!” from the pen 
of Mr. Beasely, was produced here 
and met with a very successful recep- 
tion; we are inclined to think it is 
an adaption from the French, the 
incidents smacking very much of 
the manner of their vaudeville. It 
offered a scope for smart lively act- 
ing, and in the hands of O, Smith, 
Wright, Maynard, Misses Murray 
and Faucit, was very cleverly acted ; 
there was a falling off in plot in the 
middle of the second act, butthe 
excellent acting of O. Smith kept it 
alive till the conclusion. It is evi- 
dent he isintended to represent the 
greatest general of the age; his dress, 
cut of wig, and whiskers, would 
gain him admittance to the mansion 
not a hundred miles from Hyde 
Park Corner at any hour of the 
night without difficulty. The inter- 
lude of Anthony and Cleopatra is a 
most amusing trifle and bids fair to 
have a long run. We are glad to 
say that the house has been well at- 
tended. 

Surrey.—Mr, T. P. Cooke’s pro- 





longed engagement appears to be of | 
a profitable nature, for there is cer- | 


tainly no falling off in the numbers 


of the audience, and his support of | 


the various nautical characters in 
which he stands sopre-eminent elicits 
as much applause as ever. The en- 


tertainments of the past week have | 


been somewhat more varied than 


usual; after the new drama of Union | 
Jack, there have been on alternate | 


nights Robert Macaire, The Monster, | 


Estelie Dumas, Cramond Brig, and 
? oS 
a nearly new piece entitled the Black 


Law of Martinique, by a Mr. Bar- | 


ber. In the latter, Mrs. H. Vining 
has a very effective part as Zancho, 
the slave ; and her manner of play- 
ing it has uniformly made a power- 
ful impression upon the audience, 
SapLer’s WELLS.—Steadily and 
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well proceeds this barque on the 
tide of public patronage. Novelty 
succeeds novelty with such hebdomi- 
nal regularity and velocity of pro- 
duction that we no sooner grasp the 
one, than another, and yet another 
spirit of attracting magnitude dis- 
tracts our vision by its sudden crea- 
tion. The present attractions are 
plenteous and bountiful and must 
last until hearty Christmas, when 
we are promised by the Well’s man- 
agement (and who could discredit 
their word, which is as certain asa 
good fairy’s wand,) the unfolding 
of the leaves of their grand panto- 
mimic “* Comic Annual for 1843,” 
The pieces now in full meridian 
strength here are Sixteen String Jack, 
Jack Rann, the hero, and Rosalie, 
the heroine, are powerfully and in- 
tensely pourtrayed by Marston and 
Miss Caroline Rankley; the Rob- 
ber’s Wife, and a new drama by 
that prolific dramatist, Moncrieff, 
entitled the Wood Wolf, which in- 
troduces a second Samson, an ath- 
letic artist, who certainly introduces 
a variety of extraordinary feats of 
strength that almost negatives the 
doctrine that seeing is believing. 
He tosses mountains about like cot- 
ton-balls, lifts houses as we do oys- 
ters, and all we were afraid of that 
Samson-like he would shake the 
columns of the temple of the Wells 
and thereby immerse us in the cold 
streams of the New River, and thus 
annihilate our attempts to chronicle 
his wonderful athletic exercises. 

We were glad to meet good and 
right-humored audiences who warm- 
ly seconded the efforts of a deserv- 
ing and spirited management. 

Quern’s.—The entire new version 
of Nicholas Nickleby, which we 
noticed last week, still continues to 
attract numerous and respectable au- 
diences. If Mr. White always en- 
deavoured to moralise his audiences 
by the adaptations of popular works 
he would confer a far greater benefit 
on mankand, than by awakening 


sympathy for awretch whosename is 
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coupled with all crimes unparalelled 
in subtlety and atrocity. 

ALBERT Satoon. — Our visit to 
this admirably conducted place of 
amusement is always of a most a- 
greeable nature. Here are nightly 
to be seen thousands of smiling faces 
who having laboriously fulfilled the 
duties of their daily toils, are assem- 
bled to recreate and luxuriate in the 
natural attractions of the drama; 
and in listening to the charms of 
melody and song are made to feel 
that there is in reality “* a green and 
gay world, as well as a brick and 
mortar one.” Immense credit is just- 
ly due to Mr. Brading, the proprie- 
tor, for the fine spirit of speculation 
that urged him to provide for the ra- 
tional and improving amusements of 
the respectable, industrious, and toil- 
ing classes of this vast metropolis, 
and his success is the more honour- 
able and praiseworthy, as we know 
his management encourages and 
patronises on every opportune occa- 
sion the numerous societies and in- 
stitutions that are devoted to the 


humane and noble causes of charit 
y 


and benevolence. The present at- 
tractions of the Saloon are Monk 
Lewis’s old sterling drama of the. 
Wood Demon, and the ballet opera- 
tic extravaganza of Don Giovanni. 
The length of the stage affords room 
for immense scenic display, and 
every advantage is taken of it to 
render both in pictorial splendour 
and rich and brilliant costuming the 
effect complete. The exhibition of 
the two pieces by a powerful and ta- 
lented company fairly took us by 
surprise. Without making any in- 
vidious selection, we cannot refrain 
noticing the admirable acting of 
Mesdames Ismay, Palmer, and Mont- 
gomery, in the Wood Demon, The 
former lady enacted Una in a true, 
correct, and powerful style; and 
Mrs. Montgomery as Clotilda real- 
ised her part to perfection. In the 
same piece the character of a sailor 
was capitally played by H. Howell, 
who is one of the best comic singers 





of the day. T. Jones has a good 
part which he plays admirably, and 
Edwards is all that could be wished ; 
the corps dramatique contribut® 
largely to the effect of the piece: 
Miss Julia Carr, who for some years 
has been a charming ballad singer 
a favoured and recognised pet of the 
public, is also on these boards, and 
as the hero in Don Giovanni displays 
her delightful soprano voice and 
** dashing, donning,” airs ala Ves- 
tris with eminent naiveté and spirit. 





To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal. 


SoUTHAMPTON. 


Str.—The sale of the “ Theatrical 
Journal” is steadily encreasing ; the lead- 
ing articles on Drury Lane Theatre and 
its management which appeared in the 
late numbers are very creditably written 
and ought totell with the public. I con- 
gratulate you on the able manner in which 
the editorial chair is filled, and trust that 
the legitimate drama and Mr, Macready 
will earn for you the respect and esteem of 
every lover of wholesome tragedy and 
we acting. 

Iam, Sir, 
Yours faithfully, 
J. M—. 


COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 


DumFxizs.—Pritchard has at last 
closed his campaign in this quarter, 
and from what we can learn, it has 
proved a very fair speculation, and 
we are glad of it, as we know of no 
one more deserving the support and 
patronage of the public, and parti- 
cularly when we consider that this 
gentleman has done everything in 
his power, by sparing neither time 
nor expense, to bring before the 
public, not only an excellent corps 
dramatique, such as has seldom 
been witnessed in that part of the 
country, butalso a selection of first- 
rate pieces; and we hope that the 
success which has attended him in 
this first year of his managerial of- 
fice will not desert him. 
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Leaurncton.—On Monday even- 
ing, Mr. Henry Betty took his bene- 
fit at the Warwick theatre, having se- 


lected the character of Claude Mel- | 


notte, and that of Macbeth, in the 
fourth act of the Shakspearean tra- 
gedy. Surrounded by everything 
that could damp the spirits of an ac- 
tor, such as being supported by a 
company the most wretched we ever 
witnessed, and by an audience mi- 
serably lacking numbers,—we were 
surprised to find that Mr. Betty was 
enabled to do full justice to his 
chaste and original conception of the 
characters which he had undertaken 
to personate. If we still prefer Mr. 
Macready’s reading of the part of 
Claude, it may possibly arise from 
the very peculiar disadvantages under 
which we witnessed that of Mr. Bet- 
ty, with whom, at his former visit, 
we found some fault, which time and 
experience are, we are glad to find, 
— removing. His reception 
1as everywhere been most gratifying, 
and, we doubt not, that his present 
tour will materially add to his in- 
creasing celebrity. 
SoutHAMPTON.—This fashionable 
place of entertainment has, during 
the past week, (considering the stor- 
my weather) been extremely well at- 
tended; and Mr. Mude seems, with 
every performance, to increase in fa- 
vour here. Mude’s Macbeth has been 
very successful. The Corporation 
and the naval and military officers 
have supported the spirited lessee, 





THE FREE SWORDS; 
A TALE OF THE PYRENEES. 
Chapter the Sixth. 


Pracine his lovely burden on a 
couch, Pietro, after fastening the 
door, looked around and found he 
was in the boudoir ; the simple neat- 
ness every-where displayed bespoke 
Christine’s own apartment; a door 
out of which led him into a bed- 
room. Returning to his bride he 
found her still pale and senseless ; 
“* She cannot be dead,” he muttered 
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as he leant o’er her, ** no,—no,—I 
feel the warmth of life on her lips; 
our rough uncouth habits have 
frightened her ; some water to bathe 
her temples, and a breath of the 
night-air will bring her back to life.” 
Going to the window, he drew aside 
the curtain, and found it opened on 
to a sort of balcony overlooking a 
steep, caused by a fissure in the 
earth, down whose depths the moon 
cast her pale light, sparkling on a 
tiny stream that gushed along over 
the broken ground; beyond lay a 
richly cultivated garden, and further 
on the towering mountains. Fora 
moment he stood to gaze on a scene 
of such loveliness; then turning, a 
burst of delight broke involuntarily 
from his lips; the moon’s rays fell 
upon Christine’s face, giving it a 
still paler hue, and impressing it 
with that chaste and quiet character 
seen only in the sculptor’s art. He 
ran towards her and fell on his knees 
by her side in a ecstasy of delight ; 
for a moment the brutality of his 
passion was quelled, and he gazed 
on the marble-like form before him 
with all the fervour and adoration of 
the purest love. The cool air gradu- 
ally reviving her, he drew the couch 
still nearer to the window, and ina 
few moments the heaving breast and 
long drawn sigh gave evidence of 
her return to consciousness. Open- 
ing her eyes, the sight of her perse- 
cutor seemed to instil her with 
strength. “ ’Tis no dream — ’tis 
no dream;” she screamed out, 
** you,—you are still here!” ‘ My 
bride,— my bride,—let these arms 
quiet your fears:” he seized hold of 
and drew her to his breast. ‘* Mon- 
ster !—fiend !—let me go !—help !— 
help!” and she struggled violently 
to get away. ‘* ’Tis useless, my 
girl, your strength is vain against 
mine; your cries will but distress 
you for none are near to help:— 
come, resistance will only inflame ;”’ 
and he rudely and passionately kiss- 
ed her lips. ‘* Mercy, — mercy ;” 
implored the still more terrified girl, 
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‘“‘ what is your purpose, is my life 
your object? In mercy’s sake kill 
me, but oh?! for your soul’s sake do 
not abuse the power you have over 
me.” “ Fair words best suit your 
pretty lips, girl, resistance will but 
provoke; you are my bride,—my 
wedded bride; I am your husband, 
—come girl to our bridal bed, and 
ere to morrow dawns I'll bear you 
to our mountain home.” Christine 
struggled desperately, and more 
than once nigh broke away; finding 
her strength going, she passionately 
clung to Pietro, and prayed for her 
death. ‘ No,—no,” he cried, “ a 
life of joy—of love, girl; death is 
an ugly contrast to a husband’s arms. 
No more nonsense, girl,—come !” 
As he ceased speaking, he lifted her 
up; summoning all her strength 
Christine struggled still more, and 
screamed loudly for help. ‘“‘ Foolish 
wench, there’s none can hear you.” 
“* Yes,—yes,—” she cried, “ [hear 
a noise!—footsteps !—Father!--Wal- 
ton !—help!—help!” ‘ Vain hope, 
girl, the noise you hear is that of 
my men, all here are mine, ’tis their 
leader’s wedding day, they are mak- 
ing merry; now, girl, to our bridal 
bed.” He had her in his arms and 
was in the act of forcing her towards 
the inner room, when the door he 
entered by was suddenly burst 
open, a shot fired, and Walton with 
several soldiers rushed in. “A 
curse take it,” shrieked Pietro, “‘ that 
shot has shattered my shoulder ; but 
I am not beaten,—no,—no ; revenge 
is still mine,—one effort more,—in 
lite or death she’s mine!’ He dart- 
ed with Christine out of the window 
on to the balcony, followed by Wal- 
ton and his party. 


To be continued. 





Chit Chat. 


In consequence of the very great suc- 
cess that has attended the production of 


King Arthur at Drury Lane, Mr. H. Phil- | 


Kips, our incomparable English baratone, 





E. R. W. | 
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in the opera, has been compelled to fore- 
go many provincial concert engagements 
for which he had entered into previous 
arrangements. 

Miss Vining, an actress of varied and 
highly cultivated powers, the daughter of 
Mr. Frederick Vining of the Haymarket, 
is now a member ‘of the Norwich circuit, 
and has created so powerful a sensation, 
that, report has it, her trial night at one 
of our Patent national theatres is secured 
for her at the Christmas season. 

It is grevious to netice the bickerings 
and jealousies among actors and actresses, 
for it is sufficiently disheartening to find 
a manager scarcely able to bear up against 
the whims of those whe will “ not bea 
a rival near their throne.” Mrs. Fitz- 
williams, it appears, has already thrown 
up her engagement at the Haymarket, in 
consequence of some disagreement with 
Mrs. ©. Mathews as to the order of per- 
forming the pieces in which she is en- 
gaged. The retailers of green-room gos- 
sip say, that Madame has assumed the 
very airs and dogmatical bearing which 
she complained of in another establish- 
ment, although, one would suppose, she 
is not now in a position to dictate, 
Where is poor Webster’s managerial great- 
ness and authority ? 

We observe by the Albert Saloon bill 
that Mrs. Palmer, a very talented actress, 
takes her benefit on the third week in 
December. This lady belonged to the 
Norwich company for some years, and 
was considered a very clever actress in 
the parts of old women. We hear some 
actors from the Patent theatres have offer- - 
ed their services. 

We find by an old document in our 
possession, dated 1708, the following 
salaries were paid; which will, in some 
measure, account for the Patent theatres 
being in such a frightful condition as re- 
gards success :— 


| Mr. Betterton.... (weekly salary) 


Mrs. Betterton 
Mr. Eastcourt.... (weekly salary) .. 
— Cibber 


Pag = _ gare KS 


— Mills 


| And many others : there can be no doubt 
| as to the ability of the above profession. 


als. 


A jw, the performers engaged at 
1 


the elegant little theatre in Oxford-street, 


’ _bare | called the Princess’s Theatre is held this 
who has a leading part to sustain nightly | 


day preparatory to the opening of the es_ 
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tablishment. 
stage manager. 

The most appalling cireumstances con- 
nected with the conflagration of theatres 
appear to have occurred in the year 1772 
at Amsterdam theatre, where numerous 
persons, nineteen of whom were the most 
distinguished in the country, perished in 
the flames. The fire broke out during the 
performance of the Deserter, in a scene 
where the stage is darkened fora few min- 
utes. A merchant whose property w:s 
twenty million livres, rushed through the 
flames and endeavoured to save his wife 
and children; he reached the street in 
safety with his children under one arm, 
but in his terror he had taken another lady 
instead of his wife! He offered one mil- 
lion florins to the person who would save 
his wife, but as no one would venture, 
he rushed a second time through the 
flames but did not return. The next day 
himself and his wife were found arm in 
arm among the ruins. 

When Charles the Second was going 
home one night drunk, and leaning upon 
the shoulders of Sadley and Rochester, 
one of them asked him what his subjects 
would think if they could behold him in 
that pickle. ‘ Odd's-fish, think!” said 
the king, “ that I am my arms supported 
by two beasts!” 

At the late dinner consequent upon the 
review of some yeomanry cavalry, one of 
the rural company eagerly grasped a pine 
apple, and after demolishing a goodly 
slice, declared that for his part ‘** he 
had sooner ha’ a bit o’ Swede!” 

The requisites for the perfect enjoyment 
of pleasure are by no means common. 
Health, spirits, humility, and good hu- 
mor, are amongst the principal ingre- 
dients ; and of these, the two last are the 
most indispensable. Never go to any 
place to look for good humor, but take it 
with you; or you will be sorely disap- 
pointed. 

When some one was expatiating on the 
merits of the French language to Mr, 
Canning, he exclaimed—* Why, what 
onearth, Sir, can be expected of a lan- 
guage which has but one word for liking 
and loving, and puts a fine woman and a 
leg of mutton on a par—J'aime Julie— 
J’aime un gigot.” 

The powder-mills in various parts of 
the country are on the rise. Three have 
recently been blown up in Massachusets, 

“ Patience,” says Sir Walter Scott, “ is 
@ quiet nag—but she will bolt.” 


Mr. J. Wallack is the 








THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


S. B.—A. Ducrow was performing at Nor- 
wich, we believe; he oe since gone with 
Mr. Hillier to Grantham—enquire at Mr. 
Hillier’s residence, Stangate-street, West- 
minster Road. 

T. M. G.—Miss H. Faucit is not married; 
her sister, now playing at the Adelphi, 
although the wife of Mr. Bland, still re- 
tains her maiden name. 


W. Bond.—Covent Garden was burnt down 

September 1808. The first stone of the 

resent theatre was laid by the Prince of 
ales on December the 31st, 1808. 


A Subscriber.—lt cannot be supposed that 
we are at all acquainted with such mat- 
ters; we only profess to speak of actors 
in their profession, not of their pecuniary 
affairs. 


J. King.—We have too many articles simi- 
lar to the one in question; they are desti- 
tute of point. 


To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the Office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, ls. 6d. If we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s. 7d. The 
second volume is now ready, and may be 
had of our Publishers. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 





The Thames Tunnel. 
T OPEN daily, (Sundays excepted,) 
from Nine in the Morning until Nine 
at Night, and is lighted with Gas. The en- 
trance is only on the Middlesex side of the 
River, close to the Tunnel Pier, Wapping. 
(The Shaft at Rotherhithe being now closed 
to complete the new Staircase. Admittance 
1s. each ‘ 
By order of the Board of Directors, 
J. CHARLIER, Clerk of the Company. 
Company’s Office, 2, Walbrook Buildings, City, 
December 1, 1842. 

N. B.—Steam Boats to the Tunnel Pier at 
Wappinc from Chelsea, Vauxhall, Lam- 
beth, Hungerford, Adelphi, Old Shades 
Pier, and London Bridge. — Books with 
Plates descriptive of the Works are sold at 
the Tunnel, price One Shilling. 
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